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“ When I was a very small boy . . . I got lost one day in 
the City of London.” 
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EN TRODUCTION 


Tus story or sketch originally appeared in 
Household Words on August 138, 1853, and is 
little known to the general reader of Charles 
Dickens’s books. There can be no doubt that 
it is autobiographical, for its first sentence and 
other occasional similar allusions in the course 
of its narration make it clear that the novelist 
is recalling an incident of his early boyhood, 
which consequently gives to it a peculiar and 
intimate interest for that reason alone. 

Apart from this, however, the little narrative 
of a child’s adventures in London is written 
with that whimsicality and simplicity which 
make the novelist’s creations of child characters 
in his long stories so real and convincing. 

In issuing it in the present form, an attempt 


is made to illustrate it, as far as possible, with 


Vv 


vi INTRODUCTION 
contemporary pictures of the places visites 


the course of the small hero’s wanderings thi 


the City of London. Pal - 


That Charles Dickens loved his London, is 
evidenced in all his books ; that it had a fascina- 
tion for him when a small child every pag of 


this short story bears witness. 
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GONKI ASTRAY 


WueEn I was a very small boy indeed, both in 
years and stature, 1 got lost one day in the City 
of London. I was taken out by Somebody 
(shade of Somebody forgive me for remembering 
no more of thy identity ! ), as an immense treat, 
to be shown the outside cf Saint Giles’ Church. 
1 had romantic ideas in connection with that 
relijious edifice ; firmly believing that all the 
beggars who pretended through the week to be 
blind, lame, one-armed, deaf and dumb, and 
otherwise physically afflicted,* laid aside their 
pretences every Sunday, dressed themselves in 
holiday clothes, and attended divine service 
in the temple of their patron saint. I had a 
general idea that the reigning successor of 
Bampfylde Moore Carew } acted as a sort of 


* St. Giles, the Patron Saint of Cripples. 

+ Bampfylde Moore Carew (1693-1770) was a son of a 
Devonshire rector. He ran away from Tiverton school, 
joined the gipsies and became a clever sharper. He went 
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churchwarden on these occasions, and sat in a 


high pew with red curtains. 
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BAMPFYLDE MOORE CAREW 


It was in the spring-time when these tender 
notions of mine, bursting forth into new shoots 


to Newfoundland and on his return to Neweastle-on-Tyne, 
was elected King of the English gipsies. He was transported 
to Maryland, but escaped and returned again to England. . 
He followed Prince Charles Edward’s army in Derby 1745. 
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“TI was taken out . . . as an immense treat, to be shown 
} the outside of St. Giles’ Church.” 
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under the influence of the season, became 
sufficiently troublesome to my parents and 
guardians to occasion Somebody to volunteer 
to take me to see the outside of Saint Giles’ 
Church, which was considered likely (I suppose) 
to quench my romantic fire, and bring me to a 
practical state. We set off after breakfast. 
I have an impression that Somebody was got 
up in a striking manner—in cord breeches of 
fine texture and milky hue, in long jean gaiters, 
in a green coat with bright buttons, in a blue 
neckerchief, and a monstrous shirt-collar. I 
think he must have newly come (as I had 
myself) out of the hop-grounds of Kent. I 
considered him the glass of fashion and the 
mould of form: a very Hamlet without the 
burden of his difficult family affairs. 

We were conversational together, and saw the 
outside of Saint Giles’ Church with sentiments 
of satisfaction, much enhanced by a flag flying 
from the steeple. I infer that we then went 
down to Northumberland House in the Strand 
to view the celebrated lion over the gateway. 
At all events, I know that in the act of looking 
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up with mingled awe and admiration at that 
famous animal I lost Somebody. 

The child’s unreasoning terror of being lost, 
comes as freshly on me now as it did then. 1 
verily believe that if I had found myself astray 
at the North Pole instead of in the narrow, 
crowded, inconvenient street over which the 
lion in those days presided, I could not have been 
more horrified. But, this first fright expended 
itself in a little crying and tearing up and down ; 
and then I walked, with a feeling of dismal 
dignity upon me, into a court, and sat down 
on a step to consider how to get through life. 

To the best of my belief, the idea of asking 
my way home never came into my head. It is 
possible that I may, for the time, have preferred 
the dismal dignity of being lost; but I have 
a serious conviction that in the wide scope of 
my arrangements for the future, I had no eyes 
for the nearest and most obvious course. I was 
but very juvenile; from eight to nine years 
old, I fancy. 

I had one and fourpence in my pocket, and 
a pewter ring with a bit of red glass in it on my 


Pi. : 7 


_chomawb ay} 1200 wor payosqa]ao ayy a1 04 * * * asnoFT pUnjiaqunyz1o NT 07 UMop juam OM ,, 


GONE ASTRAY 9 


little’ finger. This jewel had been presented 
to me by the object of my affections, on my 
birthday, when we had sworn to marry, but had 
foreseen family obstacles to our union, in her 
being (she was six years old) of the Wesleyan 
persuasion, while I was devotedly attached to 
the Church of England. The one and fourpence 
were the remains of half-a-crown presented on 
the same anniversary by my godfather—a man 
who knew his duty and did it. 

Armed with these amulets, I made up my 
little mind to seek my fortune. When I had 
found it, I thought I would drive home in a 
coach and six, and claim my bride. I cried a 
little more at the idea of such a triumph, but 
soon dried my eyes and came out of the court 
to pursue my plans. These were, first to go 
(as a species of investment) and see the Giants 
in Guildhall, out of whom I felt it not im- 
probable that some prosperous adventure would 
arise ; failing that contingency, to try about the 
City for any opening of a Whittington nature ; 
baffled in that too, to go into the army as a 
drummer. 
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So, I began to ask my way to Guildhall: 
which I thought meant, somehow, Gold or 
Golden Hall; I was too knowing to ask my way 
to the Giants, for I felt it would make people 
laugh. I remember how immensely broad the 
streets seemed now I was alone, how high the 
houses, how grand and mysterious everything. 
When I came to Temple Bar, it took me half an 
hour to stare at it, and I left it unfinished even 
then. JI had read about heads being exposed on 
the top of Temple Bar, and it seemed a wicked 
old place, albeit a noble monument of architec- 
ture and a paragon of utility. When at last I 
got away from it, behold I came, the next 
minute, on the figures at St. Dunstan’s! Who 
could see those obliging monsters strike upon 
the bells and go? Between the quarters there 
was the toyshop to look at—still there, at this 
present writing,* in a new form—and even 
when that enchanted spot was escaped from, 
after an hour and more, then Saint Paul’s arose, 
and how was I to get beyond its dome, or to 
take my eyes from its cross of gold? I found 

* 1853. 
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it a long journey to the Giants, and a slow 
one. 

I came into their presence at last, and gazed 
up at them) 
with dread 
and venera- 
tion. They 
looked better- 
tempered, and 
were alto- 
gether more 
shiny - faced, 
than I had 
expected; but 
they were 
very big, and, 


as I judged 
their pedes- 
tals to be 
about forty 
feet high, I considered that they would be very 


GOG 


big indeed if they were walking on the stone 
pavement. I was in a state of mind as to these 
and all such figures, which I suppose holds 
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equally with most children. While I knew them 


to be images made of something that was not 
flesh and 
blood, I still 
inv-e Stem 
them with 
attributes 
of life— 
with con- 
sciousness of 
my being 
there, for 
example, 
and (ie 
power of 
keeping a 


sly eye upon 
me. Being 


MAGOG 


very tired I 
got into the corner under Magog, to be out of 
the way of his eye, and fell asleep. 

When I started up after a long nap, I thought 
the giants were roaring, but it was only the 
City. The place was just the same as when I 


ST. DUNSTAN’S IN THE WEST 


“ Who could see those obliging monsters strike wpon the bells and go ? a 
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fell asleep: no beanstalk, no fairy, no princess, 
no dragon, no opening in life of any kind. So, 
being hungry, I thought I would buy something 
to eat, and bring it in there and eat it, before 
going forth to seek my fortune on the Whitting- 
ton plan. 

I was not ashamed of buying a penny roll in 
a baker’s shop, but I looked into a number of 
cooks’ shops before I could muster courage to 
go into one. At last I saw a pile of cooked 
sausages in a window with the label, ‘‘ Small 
Germans, A Penny.’”’ Emboldened by knowing 
what to ask for, I went in and said, “* If you please 
will you sell me a small German ?”’ which they 
did, and 1 took it, wrapped in paper in my 
pocket, to Guildhall. 

The giants were still lying by, in their sly 
way, pretending to take no notice, so I sat down 
in another corner, when what should I see before 
me but a dog with his ears cocked. He was 
a black dog, with a bit of white over one eye, 
and bits of white and tan in his paws, and he 
wanted to play—frisking about me, rubbing his 
nose against me, dodging at me sideways, 
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shaking his head and pretending to run away 
backwards, and making himself good-naturedly 
ridiculous, as if he had no consideration for 
himself, but wanted to raise my spirits. Now, 
when I saw this dog 
I thought of Whit- 
tington, and felt 
that things were 
coming right; I 
encouraged him by 
saying, Wee 
bey!” * Poor 
fellow, 
“Good dog!” 
eee as and was satis- 

fied’ that he 

was to be my dog for ever afterwards, and that 


he would help me to seek my fortune. 

Very much comforted by this (I had cried a 
little at odd times ever since I was lost), I took 
the small German out of my pocket, and began 
my dinner by biting off a bit and throwing it to 


the dog, who immediately swallowed it with a 
one-sided jerk, like a pill: While I took a bit 
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myself, and he looked me in the face for a second 
piece, I considered by what name I should call 
him. I thought Merrychance would be an 
expressive name, under the circumstances ; and 
I was elated, I recollect, by inventing such a 
good one, when Merrychance began to growl 
at me in a most ferocious manner. 

I wondered he was not ashamed of himself, 
but he didn’t care for that; on the contrary 
he growled a good deal more. With his mouth 
watering, and his eyes glistening, and hi; nose 
in a very damp state, and his head very much 
on one side, he sidled about on the pavement 
in a threatening manner and growled at me, 
until he suddenly made a snap at the small 
German, tore it out of my hand, and went off 
with it. He never came back to help me seek 
my fortune. From that hour to the present, 
when I am forty years of age, I have never 
seen my faithful Merrychance again. 

I felt very lonely. Not so much for the loss 
of the small German, though it was delicious 
(I knew nothing about highly-peppered horse 
at that time), as on account of Merrychance’s 
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disappointing me so cruelly; for 1 had hoped 
he would do every friendly thing but speak, 
and perhaps even come to that. I cried a little 
more, and began to wish that 
the object of my affections 
had been lost with me, for 
company’s sake. But, then I 
remembered that she could 
not go into the army as a 
drummer; and I dried my 
eyes and ate my loaf. Coming 
out, I met a milkwoman, of 
whom I bought a penny-worth 
of milk; quite set up again 
by my _ repast, I began to 
roam about the City, and 


A mirkwoman ©, J to seek my fortune in the 
Whittington direction. 

When I go into the City, now, it makes me 
sorrowful to think that I am quite an artful 
wretch. Strolling about it as a lost child, I 
thought of the British Merchant and the Lord 
Mayor, and was full of reverence. Strolling 
about it now, I laugh at the sacred liveries of 
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state, and get indignant with the corporation 
as one of the strongest practical jokes of the 
present day. What did I know then, about the 
multitude who are always being disappointed 


RED LION SQUARE 


in the City ; who are always expecting to meet 
a party there, and to receive money there, and 
whose expectations are never fulfilled ? What 
did I know then, about that wonderful person, 
the friend in the City, who is to do so many 
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things for so many people ; who is to get this 
one into a post at home, and that one into a post 
abroad; who is to settle with this man’s 
creditors, provide for that man’s son, and see 
that other man paid; who is to “throw him- 
self’? into this grand Joint-Stock certainty, 
and is to put his name down on that Life 
Assurance Directory, and never does anything 
predicted of him? What did I know, then, 
about him as the friend of gentlemen, Mosaic 
Arabs and others, usually to be seen at races, 
and chiefly residing in the neighbourhood of 
Red Lion Square; and as being unable to 
discount the whole amount of that paper in 
money, but as happening to have by him a 
cask of remarkable fine sherry, a dressing-case, 
and a Venus by Titian, with which he would 
be willing to make up the balance? Had I 
ever heard of him, in those innocent days, as 
confiding information (which never by any 
chance turned out to be in the remotest degree 
correct) to solemn bald men, who mysteriously 
imparted it to breathless dinner tables ? No. 
Had I ever learned to dread him as a shark, 


- = . his 


SOUTH SEA HOUSE 


ng the echoes in the court of the 


South Sea House with my timid steps.” 
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disregard him as a humbug, and know him for a 
myth ? Not I. Had I ever heard of him as 
associated with tightness in the money market, 
gloom in consols, 
the exportation 
of gold, or that 
rock ahead in 
everybody’s 
course, the 
bushel of wheat ? 
Never! Had I 
the least idea 
what was meant 
by such terms as 
jobbery, rigging 
the market, cook- 


ing accounts, 


getting up a divi- 


GEORGE HUDSON 


dend, making 
things pleasant, andthe like ? Not the slightest. 
Should I have detected in Mr. Hudson * himself, 
a staring carcase of golden veal ? By no manner 


* George Hudson known as the Railway King from his 
vast railway speculations. He was M.P. from 1845 to 1859, 
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of means. The City was to me a vast emporium 
of precious stones and metals, casks and bales, 
honour and generosity, foreign fruits and spices. 
Every merchant and banker was a compound of 
Mr. Fitz-Warren * and Sinbad the Sailor. Smith, 
Payne, and Smith, when the wind was fair for 
Barbary and the captain present, were in the 
habit of calling their servants together (the 
cross cook included) and asking them to produce 
their little shipments. Glyn and Halifax had 
personally undergone great hardships in the 
valley of diamonds, Baring Brothers had seen 
Roces’ eggs and travelled with caravans. Roths- 
child had sat in the Bazaar at Bagdad with rich 
stuffs for sale; and a veiled lady from the 
Sultan’s harem, riding on a donkey, had fallen 
in love with him, 

Thus I wandered about the City, like a child 
in a dream, staring at the British merchants, 
and inspired by a mighty faith in the marvyel- 
lousness of everything. Up courts and down 
courts—in and out of yards and little squares— 


* Alderman of London when Dick Whittington became 
Lord Mayor. 
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THE ROYAL EXCHANGE 
“When I found myself on Change, and saw the shabby 
people... I settled that they were misers.” 
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peeping into counting-house passages and run- 
ning away—poorly feeding the echoes in the 
court of the South Sea House with my timid 
steps—roaming down into Austin Friars, and 
wondering how the Friars used to like it—ever 
staring at the British merchants, and never 
tired of the shops—I rambled on, all through the 
day. In such stories as I made, to account 
for the different places, I believed as devoutly 
as In the City itself. I particularly remember 
that when I found myself on ’Change, and saw 
the shabby people sitting under the placards 
about ships, I settled that they were Misers, 
who had embarked all their wealth to go and 
buy gold-dust or something of that sort, and 
were waiting for their respective captains to 
come and tell them that they were ready to set 
sail. I observed that they all munched dry 
biscuits, and I thought it was to keep off sea- 
sickness. 

This was very delightful ; but it still produced 
no result according to the Whittington precedent. 
There was a dinner preparing at the Mansion 
House, and when I peeped in at a grated 
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kitchen window, and saw the men cooks at work 


in their white caps, my heart began to beat 
with hope that the Lord Mayor, or the Lady 
Mayoress, or one of the young Princesses their 


THE MANSION HOUSE KITCHEN WINDOW 
“ T peeped in at the grated kitchen window.” 


daughters, would look out of an upper apartment 
and direct me to be taken in. But nothing 
of the kind occurred. It was not until I had 
been peeping in some time that one of the cooks 
called to me (the window was open) “ Cut away, 
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you, sir!”’ which frightened me so, on account 
of his black whiskers, that I instantly obeyed. 
After that, I came to the India House, and 


asked a boy what 
it was, who made 
faces and pulled 
my hair before he 
told me, and be- 
haved altogether 
in an ungenteel 
and discourteous 
Manner. Sir 
James Hogg * 
himself might 
have been satis- 
fied with the 
veneration in 
which I held 
the India House. 


SIR JAMES WEIR HOGG 


I had no doubt of its being 


the most wonderful, the most magnanimous, 


* Sir James Weir Hogg, Bart. (1790-1876), was twice 
chairman of the East India Company, and when, in 1858, 
the Government of India was transferred to the Crown, he 


was elected a member of the Council of India, in which he 


sat until 1872. 
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the most incorruptible, the most practically 
disinterested, the most in all respects astonish- 
ing, establishment on the face of the earth. I 
understood the nature of an oath, and would 
have sworn it to be one entire and perfect 
chrysolite. 

Thinking much about boys who went to 
India, and who immediately, without being 
sick, smoked pipes liked curled up bell-ropes, 
terminating in a large cut-glass sugar basin 
upside down, I got among the outfitting shops. 
There, I read ‘the lists of things that were 
necessary for an India-going boy, and when I 
came to “one brace of pistols,” thought what 
happiness to be reserved for such a fate! Still 
no British merchant seemed at all disposed to 
take me into his house. The only exception 
was a chimney-sweep—-he looked at me as if he 
thought me suitable to his business; but I 
ran away from him. 

I suffered very much, all day, from boys ; 
they chased me down turnings, brought me to 
bay in doorways, and treated me quite savagely, 
though I am sure I gave them no offence. One 
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boy, who had a stump of black-lead pencil in 
his pocket, wrote his mother’s name and address 
(as he said) on my white hat, outside the crown. 
Mrs. Biores, WoopEN LEG WALK, ToBAcco- 
STOPPER Row, Waprpinc. And I couldn’t rub 
it out. 

I recollect resting in a little churchyard after 
this persecution, disposed to think upon the 
whole, that if I and the object of my affections 
could be buried there together, at once, it would 
be comfortable. But, another nap, and a 
pump, and a bun, and above all a picture that 
I saw, brought me round again. 

I must have strayed by that time, as I recall 
my course, into Goodman’s Fields, or somewhere 
thereabouts. The picture represented a scene 
in a play then performing at a theatre in that 
neighbourhood which is no longer in existence. 
It stimulated me to go to that theatre and see 
that play. I resolved, as there seemed to he 
nothing doing in the Whittington way, that on 
the conclusion of the entertainments I would 
ask my way to the barracks, knock at the gate, 
and tell them that I understood they were in 
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want of drummers, and there I was. I think I 
must have been told, but I know I believed, 
that a soldier was always on duty, day and night, 
behind every barrack-gate, with a shilling ;.and 
that a boy who could by any means be prevailed 
on to accept it, instantly became a drummer, 
unless his father paid four hundred pounds. 

I found out the theatre—of its external 
appearance I only remember the loyal initials 
G. R. untidily painted in yellow ochre on the 
front—and waited, with a pretty large crowd, 
for the opening of the gallery doors. The 
greater part of the sailors and others composing 
the crowd, were of the lowest description, and 
their conversation was not improving; but I 
understood little or nothing of what was bad 
in it then, and it had no depraving influence on 
me. I have wondered since, how long it would 
take, by means of such association, to corrupt 
a child nurtured as I had been, and innocent as 
I was. 

Whenever I saw that my appearance attracted 
attention, either outside the doors or afterwards 
within the theatre, I pretended to look out for 
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somebody who was taking care of me, and from 
whom I was separated, and to exchange nods 
and smiles with that creature of my imagination. 
This answered very well. I had my sixpence 
clutched in my hand ready to pay; and when 
the doors opened, with a clattering of bolts, 
and some screaming from women in the crowd, 
I went on with the current like a straw. My 
sixpence was rapidly swallowed up in the 
moneytaker’s pigeon-hole, which looked to me 
like a sort of mouth, and I got into the freer 
staircase above and ran on (as everybody else 
did) to get a good place. When I came to the 
back of the gallery, there were very few people 
in it, and the seats looked so horribly steep 
and so like a diving arrangement to send me, 
headforemost, into the pit, that I held by one 
of them in a terrible fright. However, there 
was a good-natured baker with a young woman, 
who gave me his hand, and we all three scrambled 
over the seats together down into the corner 
of the first row. The baker was very fond of 
the young woman, and kissed her a good deal 


in the course of the evening. 
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I was no sooner comfortably settled, than a 
weight fell upon my mind, which tormented it 
most dreadfully, and which I must explain. 
It was a benefit night—the benefit of the comic 
actor—a little fat man with a very large face 
and, as I thought then, the smallest and most 
diverting hat that ever was seen. This comedian 
for the gratification of his friends and patrons, 
had undertaken to sing a comic song on a 
donkey’s back, and afterwards to give away 
the donkey so distinguished, by lottery. In this 
lottery, every person admitted to the pit and 
gallery had a chance. On paying my sixpence, 
I had received the number, forty-seven; and 
I now thought, in a perspiration of terror, what 
should I ever do if that number was to come up 
the prize, and I was to win the donkey ! 

It made me tremble all over to think of the 
possibility of my good fortune. I knew I 
never could conceal the fact of my holding forty- 
seven, in case that number came up, because, 
not to speak of my confusion, which would 
immediately condemn me, I had shown my 
number to the baker. Then, I pictured to my- 
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self the being called upon to come down on the 
stage and receive the donkey. I thought how 
all the people would shriek when they saw it 
had fallen to a little fellow like me. How should 
I lead him out—for of course he wouldn’t go ? 
If he began to bray, what should I do? If he 
kicked, what would become of me? Suppose 
he backed into the stage-door, and stuck there, 
with me upon him? For I felt that if I won 
him, the comic actor would have me on his 
back, the moment he could touch me. Then if 
I got him out of the theatre, what was I to do 
with him? How was I to feed him? Where 
was I to stable him? It was bad enough to 
have gone astray by myself, but to go astray 
with a donkey, too, was a calamity more 
tremendous than I could bear to contemplate. 
These apprehensions took away all my 
pleasure in the, first piece. When the ship 
came on—a real man-of-war she was called 
in the bills—and rolled prodigiously in a very 
heavy sea, I couldn’t even in the terrors of the 
storm, forget the donkey. It was awful to see 
the sailors pitching about, with telescopes and 
D 
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speaking trumpets (they looked very tall indeed 


aboard the man-of-war), and it was awful to 
suspect the pilot of treachery, though im- 
possible to avoid it, for when he cried—‘ We 
are lost ! To the raft, to the raft ! A thunder- 
bolt has struck the mainmast !”—I myself 
saw him take the mainmast out of its socket 
and drop it overboard; but even these im- 
pressive circumstances paled before my dread of 
the donkey. Even, when the good sailor (and 
he was very good) came to good fortune, and 
the bad sailor.(and he was very bad) threw 
himself into the ocean from the summit of a 
curious rock, presenting something of the 
appearance of a pair of steps, I saw the dreadful 
donkey through my tears. 

At last the time came when the fiddler struck 
up the comic song, and the dreaded animal, 
with new shoes on, as I inferred from the noise 
they made, came clattering in with the comic 
actor on his back. He was dressed out with 
ribbons (I mean the donkey was) and as he 
persisted in turning his tail to the audience, 
the comedian got off him, turned about, and 
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sitting with his face that way, sang the song 
three times, amid thunders of applause. All 
this time I was fearfully agitated; and when 
two pale people, a good deal splashed with the 
mud of the streets, were invited out of the pit 
to superintend the drawing of the lottery, and 
were received with a round of laughter from 
everybody else, I could have begged and prayed 
them to have mercy on me, and not draw 
number forty-seven. 

But, I was soon put out of my pain now, fora 
gentleman behind me, in a flannel jacket and a 
yellow neckerchief, who had eaten two fried 
soles and all his pockets-full of nuts before 
the storm began to rage, answered to the 
winning number, and went down to take pos- 
session of the prize. This gentleman had 
appeared to know the donkey, rather, from the 
moment of his entrance, and had taken a great 
interest in his proceedings; driving him to 
himself, if I use an intelligible phrase, and 
saying, almost in my ear, when he made any 
mistake, “‘ Kum up, you precious Moke. Kum 
up!” He was thrown by the donkey on first 
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mounting him, to the great delight of the 
audience (including myself), but rode him off 
with great skill afterwards, and soon returned 
to his seat quite calm. Calmed myself by the 
immense relief I had sustained, I enjoyed the 
rest of the performance very much indeed. I 
remember there were a good many dances, some 
in fetters and some in roses, and one by a most 
divine little creature, who made the object of 
my affections look but common-place. In the 
concluding drama, she re-appeared as a boy 
(in arms, mostly), and was fought for, several 
times. I rather think a Baron wanted to drown 
her, and was on various occasions prevented by 
the comedian, a ghost, a Newfoundland dog, 
and a church bell. I only remember beyond 
this, that I wondered where the Baron expected 
to go to, and that he went there in a shower of 
sparks. The lights were turned out while the 
sparks died out, and it appeared to me as if 
the whole play—ship, donkey, men and women, 
divine little creature, and all—were a wonderful 
firework that had gone off, and left nothing 
but dust and darkness behind it. 
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It was late when I got out into the streets, 
and there was no moon, and there were no stars, 
and the rain fell heavily. When I emerged 
from the dispersing 
crowd, the ghost and 
the baron had an 
ugly look in my re- 
membrance; I felt 
unspeakably for- 
lorn ; and now, for 
the first time, my 
little bed and the 
dear familiar faces 
came before me, and 
touched my heart. 
By daylight, I had 
never thought of the 


grief at home. I oe 25 

had ever thought THE WATCHMAN IN HIS BOX 
of my mother. I had never thought of any- 
thing but adapting myself to the circumstances 
in which I found myself, and going to seek my 
fortune. 


For a boy who could do nothing but cry, and 
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run about, saying, “Oh, I am lost” to think 
of going into the army was, I felt sensible, out 
of the question. I abandoned the idea of ask- 
ing my way to the barracks—or rather the idea 
abandoned me—and ran about, until I found a 
watchman in his box. It is amazing to me, 
now, that he should have been sober ; but Iam 
inclined to think he was too feeble to get drunk. 

This venerable man took me to the nearest 
watch-house ; I say he took me, but in fact I 
took him, for when I think of us in the rain, I 
recollect that we must have made a composition, 
like a vignette of Infancy leading Age. He had 
a dreadful cough, and was obliged to lean 
against a wall, whenever it came on. We got 
at last to the watch-house, a warm and drowsy 
sort of place embellished with great-coats and 
rattles hanging up. When a paralytic messenger 
had been sent to make inquiries about me, I 
fell asleep by the fire, and awoke no more until 
my eyes opened on my father’s face. This is 
literally and exactly how I went astray. They 
used to say I was an odd child, and I suppose 


Iwas. Iam an odd man perhaps. 
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Shade of Somebody, forgive me for the dis- 
quiet I must have caused thee! When I stand 


beneath the Lion, even now I see, thee rushing 


THE OLD WATCHHOUSE, WELLCLOSE SQUARE 


“We got at last to the watch-house, a warm and 
drowsy sort of place.” 


up and down, refusing to be comforted. I have 
gone astray since, many times, and farther 
afield. May I therein have given less disquiet 


to others, than herein I gave to thee ! 


